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Have you seen the fm West Worle? You know the one where peoplees fantasy break — with only Annie for comipany. She's under ordexs to 
‘goto have a fantasy Holiday in a Wild West town, where they have refuse younothing, as well as to\come up with few (plegsant), 
shoot-outs.with these lifelike robots whe can't harm them and where - _ surprises ofher own... 
* {ey fuck the living daylights out of robotic bar-room broads who can't. Solhow would youplay it? Would you give herthe ‘part of a gun-totin’ 
Ay n0? outlaw who orders you to strip while holding you at gunpoint? Or would: 
Forget the fact that, in the film, the robots (remember Yul Brynner?) _itbe the other way.around? Maybe you'd like her to be the saloon 
waitress who playshard to get, but always comes round inthe end. 
“Yh listis endless, 
‘Allwe need now isa title for your fantasy. West World? West 

Hampstead? West Lothian? Nah. How about Annie, Get Your Man?” 


been to the Isle of Man TT, you 


[is re a biker, and you've never 
[don’t know what you're missin 


y that, having 
made my frst vist this year, ! can't 
\wait to go back again. Obviously, 
the racing is protly spectacular. but 
there are. loads of other thin 
which happen throughout Race 
Weak as well 
| was lucky enough to make my 
‘tp to the island on Yarnaha’s 
briliant Ri y test soon), 
s0 my fitst pro 
the boat was to put in a fe 
the famous TT ci 
ly, | didn't get off 
start -| was nicked for speeding! 
The thing. about the Isle of Man, 
you see, is that there are no spead 
festiiclions oulside the built-up 
areas and is easy to hulle int 
dOmph limits at quite a rate of 
knots, Goi the vil 


Sulby, | saw the signe and yanked 
the brakes to bring my speed 
down, 

But the speed trap beat me to it 
and the next | saw was a 
‘copper standing in the road flag- 
‘ging me down, Just my bloody 
luck 

Luckily, though, I wasn't all that 
much over the limit, and the Manx 
bobbies, with the big white hats you 

Nn spot a mile off, are quite 
friendly bunch, so I got off with a bi 
Of a finger-wagging and a ‘Don't 


through Sulby at 
{can't really describe the feelin 
you get when youre a 
most famous bike fi 


its a ates 


Incredible 
And | enjoyed my frst lap s 
much, | went straight round again 
There are places where you can go 
‘cally fast, but i's increcibe 0 think 
the teally quck boys ate doing 
17Omph in places, and covering 
the 37%mnile lap in under 20 min- 
Utes | didnt try to copy 
some other bikers were 
amma good ty, |can tel you! 
‘walk along Douglas prom pro 
vides you wih the biggest bike 
show anywhere — and is all tree: 
ype of bike, and i's 
there. Now y 
ream uf 
you can think of— that's there, too! 
But i's somelimes 


bikes roaring up and down the 
prom, 

Thankfully. the Isio of Man isa 
beautiful island, and it has more 
than its fair share of lovely scenen 
olf the beaten track. So | decided to 
‘Spend an afternoon away from it all 
Never one to let an opportunity sip 
by, pholoprapher Dave came along 
aswel 

secluded glen in 
island, and, 
a started 


g we saw was a tle yell 
crash-helmeted head peering at us 
{rom over the wall at the side of the 


After all, you never can tell — he 
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One thing's for sure’ there's never been a Miss Wet T-shirt 
competition ike it Anywhere 

Our Miss WelTT-shirt contest atthe Palace Lido, Douglas, 
had the place in rapturesforeightinights, Onithe final niaht, the 
roars could be heardiall over thellsle of Man, Earth iremors were 
fall as far away as Acapulco 

‘And the winner's tits can be seen {rom five counties away ona 
Clear day 

Yes, to say that Tracy Gillon, allocal lass from Douglas, was a 
popular winner with ourreserved, tranquil audience (/We want 
tils We want tits!) is'something ofan understalement 

But she didn't have tall her own way. As you can see, the 
‘competition Was pretty stiff like quite a few thousand other 
thingsiin the Lido), but quality and quantity won the day in the 
end. 

Todd to\her magnum of Bollinger champagne, the panel of 
celebrity judges — including Club's own Linzi Drew and Dawn 
Beaver)— presented Tracy with free tickets from Manx Airlines 
‘and our own prize of a voucher for £200 worth offeathergear 
from Rivets of London 

Allin all, it was a t-tremendous end fo Thweek Our thanks to 
allthe girls (andone bloke, the rascal) who made it ll possible. 


Photographs by Robert Lorraine 
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when | gave him a kiss, | 
arranged to meet him at 2 
o'clock that moming after our 
Miss Wet TT-shirt competition 
which | was helping to judge. 
The night began well with 
some wonderful bouncing 
boobies being exhibited to an 
amazingly appreciative audi- 
ence. It's only when you get into 
my sort of business — or if you 
happen to be a very lucky man 
with the ladies — that you ever 
get to see so many pairs of tits 
in every shape and size. Tiny 
tits, enormous tits, uptumed 
nipples, downtumed nipples 
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and even cross-eyed nipples (1 
think I've got a thing about 
crossing eyes this mont 
Anyway, Dawn, myself and a 
couple of hunky male judges, 
chose a luscious lady with a 
very big, full jutting pair, which 
seemed to go down well with 
the lads out front. 


As | gave the tasty winner her 
prize, my mind was already on 
my late rendezvous, so as soon 
as I'd said my farewells to the 
beautiful bunch of bikers, it was 
back to my hotel room to slip 
into something comfortable and 


‘await the arrival of my date. 

I had the room all to myself as. 
Dave the Ed had whisked Dawn 
Off to try their luck at the hotel 
casino. | was eager to try my 
luck with tricky Micky, who 
artived just after 2am, looking 
gorgeous. Well, as the main 
feature in the room was the 
enormous king-sized bed, it 
didn't take us too long to be in 
it! The clever Ed, who had 
booked ail the rooms, knows a 
thing or two about us girls 
When girls are away, they love 
to play! And what 2 smashing 
time | was having playing with 
Mick. He was sucking and bit- 
ing my big nipples the moment 


we were in bed, his lovely thick 
cock pressing hard against me 
He rubbed it across my wet 
pussy lips, teasing my clitoris — 
which was getting bigger and 
bigger. He began to finger- 
fuck me and | was coming 
already as he worked his way 
inside my juicy pussy with his 
two fingers. 

It was definitely time to sam- 
ple his cock, so | moved down 
the bed and took it in both 
hands, slowly wanking it up and 
down, just tickling his helmet 
with the tip of my tongue, He 
had one of those willles that 
seemed to swing to the right 
when fully hard. I'm not sure 
why, but for some reason the 
curve in his cock made me 
even more wet and | desperate- 
ly wanted him. 

‘Fuck me Mick, | really want 
your big cock inside me,’ | 
pleaded. But he just grinned 
and said; ‘Suck it harder, baby, 
and I'll let you a bit later.’ 

The teasing litle bastard was 
going to make me wait, so | 
really went to work on his right 
angled cock, taking it into my 
mouth as far as | could and 
working my tongue on it fero- 
ciously, It didn't take long until 
he was ready for a good fuck 
too, and he lay on top of me, 
pushing my legs tight together 


as he thrust his cock inside me 
So.as to fee! the full length of 
it, | crossed my ankles and 
clung on to his pumping penis 
with my pussy muscles. He was 
sliding it In and out, right up to 
the tip of my ci, then almost 
completely out again. This sent 
me off into quivers of delight. 1 
dug my nails into his back as | 
tried to push him even deeper 
inside me and we both began 
to come together very noisily. 
His hot spunk exploded and 
mingled with my own come. We 
lay there together, our bodies 
still entwined, his’ cock slowly 
getting sotter inside my burning 


The next thing | heard was 
Dawn climbing into bed. | 
glanced at my watch; it was 
almost Sam. It had been a long 
day and one good fuck was all 
ithad taken to send me aff into 
a deep sleep. Mind you, the 
thought of the three of us all in 
bed together made me fee! 
horny all over again. 

| was stil half asleep when | 
heard Dawn and Mick, two 


enthusiastic bikers, dis 

motor bikes! Fuck that at t 
time in the moming, | thought 
and nodded back into a 
heavenly sleep, 

| awoke shortly afterwards 
‘and slid three fingers inside 
myself, and began to move 
them in and out. | was getting 
very wet, so | took my fingers 
out, pulled my pussy lips wide 
‘open with one hand and began 
to rub my swollen clit with the 
other 

Iwas getting so carried away 
at first 1 didn't notice Mick 
putting his tongue on my magic 
button. | looked down as | felt 
his tongue suddenly deep in- 
side me, licking and nibbling 
away. | was soon coming like 
crazy as | gripped his head 
close to my pussy so that he 
could taste my warm come. 

All that humping had given 
us quite an appetite, and as it 
was practically seven o'clock. 
we ordered breakfast in bed. | 
think it shocked the young 
chambermaid a little though, 
serving tea and toast to three in 
aber 

Back to work again, although 


hard to 
scribe it as work! Next on the 
jenda was a trip to the TT 
inners’ enclosure 
to pose for a few pictures with 
the winning riders, A few kisses 
and cuddles were definitely par 
for the course. We almost 
jeren't allowed to join them on 
the winners’ rostrum because 
of a ‘job'sworth’. Dawn and | 
finally managed to persuade 
him. A magnum of champagne 
was being sprayed absolutely 
here, including all over 
felt delicious on this 

hot day 


Tight Leathers 

The Club team drifted off 
back to the hotel to prepare for 
the grand finale of the Club 
International Miss Wet TT-shirt 
competition, while the bikers all 
et off for the next race, And | 
nust admit they didn’t half look 
exy, roaring off in their tight 
leathers! 

On the way back to the hotel 
we got a litle lost while trying to 
avoid the track. Colin, our lovely 
rep from Liverpool, stopped 
and asked someone the way. 

me darling, how do 

he Lido? Dar- 

ing tuned around and hap- 

pened to be a rather macho 

biker, not a tasty bird as Colin 
viously imagined 


ttle bum that | 

thought you were a gil!’ Colin 

ling, as we all 

car 

Darling didn't appear to mind 

too much and he helpfully ex- 

plained our route, Seer a 
nice bos 


uple of hours to 


Which is available in 
rooms. On two channel 


show ‘adult movies’. Very 
randy! | settled down to watch 

nerezade and her story of 
7001 Arabian nights, which got 
me playing with my juicy little 
pussy lips all over again. 

| was interrupted. from my 
| wanking by the telephone. 
Another Irish lad called Andrew 
= calling me from Northern 
eland to say hello as he 
couldn't make it to the TT this 
year. | just had to give him a 
mention as his sexy voice got 
my naughty fingers working 
sven better. Thanks very much 
for calling, Andrew! 

Back to the Lido, which was 
packed with 3500 people, pre- 
dominantly male, to look at 
some lovely wet boobies. All 
the girls excelled, with the ob- 
vious admiration of the randy 
blokes who kept on chanting 
‘We want tits.” And tits they 
most certainly got! The gitl who 
won must have been at least 40 
inches around her bouncing 
boobs! I'm sure you'll soon be 
seeing more of her in a future 
edition of Club. 


Striptease 


Alter Dawn presented the 
happy winner with our £200 
voucher for leather gear to be 
spent at Rivetts of London, it 
was tine for me to shake my tits 
about, | did a litle striptease for 
the capacity crowd. They cer- 
tainly seemed to like me in my 
black thigh-length boots, stock- 
ings and suspenders. | enjoyed 
it, too, although | was a little 
disappointed that the Palace 
Lido management wouldn't let 
me reveal my all (well, take my 
G-string off, that is). | did man: 
age to give the boys out front a 
good few glimpses of my 
pussy. If you missed it, boys, 
there should be plenty of pic- 
tures here to make up for what 
you missed, 

‘Anyway our trip — and TT 
Week — had come to an end. I'd 
just like to say a special thank 
you before closing to Manx 
Airlines for getting us all up at 
5,90 the next moming to dash 
to the alrport, only to be told 
there’ had been a cock-up and 
we were reallocated a flight at 
3.15 that afternoon. Ta very 
much! 

A real thank you, however, is 
in order to my readers. | hope 
you'll join me next month to 
hear all my latest naughty 
news. If you've got any naughty 
news of your own you'd like to 
tell me about, you know where 
to send it. Til then, you randy 
fot, ta tal ° 


Linzi 


Dear Linzi, 

I think you ought to keep your 
clothes on in future issues of 
Club, otherwise my balls are 
going to drop off due to over- 
work. Just one look at your 
lovely tits and your deliciously 
gorgeous bum, and I have an 
instant stiffy on my hands. 

It’s not until I've had a good 
wank that I can even think 
straight again. Seriously, 
though, let’s see more of your 
beautiful bum, particularly in 
some naughty undies — ‘cos 
since you're not available for 
fucking, wanking over your 
piccies is the next best thing. 

Barry, Surrey 
You can be sure there'll be plenty 
more shots of my bum in some 
naughty undies, Barry. But ! do 
hope all that wanking doesn't 
make those balls of yours fall 
page 


Dear Linzi, 

T'm an 18-year-old apprentice 
technician in the Royal Signals: 
can you imagine the frustrations 
ofa recruit of 14 weeks? For the 
first six weeks, I was starved of 
the sight, smell, touch and taste 
of the female body. This was 
how I first came to buy Club 
International. 

I loved the sight of your 
beautiful, rounded tits and juicy 
pussy so much, I went straight 
to the toilet and wanked myself 
fo a great orgasm. Since that 
memorable first time, I've 
bought Club every month. 

The: best yet is Vol 14 No 1, 
especially the picture of you 
hitch-hiking with your nipples 
pressing against your clinging 
T-shirt. The part about you 
having your best fucking session 
in Leicester is pleasing as I live 
in Leicester and would love to 
spend a night with you — fuck- 
ing, sucking and bringing you to 
climax after climax. 

T would love to have your 
pouting lips run up and down 
my shaft until I was ready to 
come, and then I would spurt all 
over your face. Then you could 
sit on my cock and I would let 
you do all the work while I laid 
back and enjoyed fucking the 
sexiest bit of muff there is, 

‘You could then say your best 
two fucking sessions have been 
in Leicester! 

Alan, Army Apprentices 
College, Harrogate 

What do you mean you'd let me 
do all the work, you cheeky 
devil? Sure, bouncing up and 


down on a big stiff cock is just 
great, Alan, but you'd need to 
‘put in your pound of flesh 100, 
‘you know (some pun, eh?)! 


Dear Linzi, 

‘I'm writing on behalf of the lads 
and me —~ all of us sex-starved 
legionnaires serving in Central 
Africa. 

Before we left Calvi, our base 
in Corsica, we managed to get 
hold of a copy of Club (Vol 14 
No 5) and brought it out with 
us, We haven't been able to stop 
wanking over your delicious 
body. If we could get hold of 
you out here, we wouldn't stop 
shagging you until every last one 
of us dropped — and that would 
take a long time. 

‘You know that picture of you 
in your red sussies, where 
you're standing on the spiral 
Staircase in your flat? Well, we 
put it up in the bogs, drilled a 
hole in the door, and put a 
plastic bottle on the other side, 
We then screw away, imagining 
= wishing ~ we were fucking 
your sexy, wet cunt. The lads all 
agree that if you came out here, 


@) thisis what we would do. 


To start with, we'd fuck you 
in every orifice possible, tit-fuck 
‘you, jack all over your face and 
hair, and cover you from head 
to foot in our steaming spunk. 

‘We'd also want you to fuck 
with as many of us as you take at 
one time (how many's that? 
Would you be able to take the 
nine of us?). Then, one by one, 
each guy would have you as 
many times as he could, until he 
dropped, 

For myself, I'd like to have 
your soaking wet, juiced-up 
panties as a parting gift. I could 
wear them on my face for ever. 
Well, t'm off for a wank, ’eos 
I've got the fucking ‘orn again. 

LP, Central Africa 
Nine? 1 reckon I'd use up less 
energy running the London 
Marathon! Mind you, it 
wouldn't be half as much fun, 
though. From the sound of you 
lads, bet you have to change the 
plastic bottle quite often, eh? 


Listen, lads; | love sending you 
signed piccies of Yours Truly, 
but demand, as they say, is 
proving to be overwhelming, So, 
from naw on, any requests for 
pictures must be accompanied 
by a stamped, addressed en- 
velope (al least 10"X8"), This 
‘means Ibe able to send them 
ff much quicker, s0 it's good 
‘news for everybody! 
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